'The dooms of men are in God's hidden place/
'Your head a while seemed like a woman's head
That I loved once/
Again the fighting sped,
But now die war-rage in Cuchulain woke,
And through that new blade's guard the old blade
broke,
And pierced him.
'Speak before your breath is done/
'Cuchulain I, mighty Cuchulain's son/
*I put you from your pain. I can no more/
While day its burden on to evening bore,
With head bowed on his knees Cuchulain stayed;
Then Conchubar sent that sweet-throated maid,
And she, to win him, his grey hair caressed;
In vain her arms, in vain her soft white breast*
Then Conchubar, the subtlest of all men,
Ranking his Druids round him ten by ten,
Spake thus: 'Cuchulain will dwell there and brood
For three days more in dreadful quietude,
And then arise, and raving slay us alL
Chaunt in his ear delusions magical,
That he may fight the horses of the sea/
The Druids took them to their mystery,
And chaunted for three days*
Cuchulain stirred,
Stared on the horses of the sea, and heard
The cars of battle and his own name cried;
And fought with the invulnerable tide*
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